at once for the spot where they had agreed to n&et,
as though his early arrival would hasten her coming.
Afterwards he remembered walking past enormous
hotels with people drinking tea on the terraces, and
down an endless esplanade bordered by tennis-courts;
here were more people strolling about, young people in
white flannels; and suddenly he found himself at the
entrance to an almost deserted road at the end of
which could be seen the cross-roads which was their
rendezvous.
He was soon there, and from then on every minute
seemed the one that was to bring her to him. They
added themselves up, so crammed with expectancy and
hope, and so alike in their uniformity, that, having no
idea how long he had waited, he began to think it must
be almost the time arranged, then that the time had
come, then that it was past. Anxiety began to distract
him. Where could Catherine be? What could she be
doing ? Why was she so late ? Afraid that if he walked
to meet her she might come by another way, he ven-
tured a little way down the road, returned, started
again. In his distress all the original force of his longing
returned, and it seemed to him that they had not yet
met and he was waiting for her for the first time.
Meanwhile the day declined and a cold little wind
began sidling through the branches. Passers-by became
rarer and hurried along now. Suddenly a brilliant beam
of light swept the tops of the trees, vanished, reap-
peared. The lighthouse had been lit; the sun had gone
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